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   Thieving Fairies
 
   By Giselle Renarde
 
    
 
    
 
   “When I married you,” Shelagh said, “you promised to feed me, clothe me, and pay the rent.”
 
   Honoria let out a wry cackle.  “You must have been at the wrong wedding, woman.  I never promised any of that.”  She raced through her best recollection of their vows, counting them off on her fingers.  “Let’s see… I Honoria take you Shelagh to be my lawful wedded wife, to have, to hold, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness, in health, until death do us part.  Where I come from, that means I may be skint but you’re stuck with me.”
 
   Shelagh tightened the belt on her ratty fleece housecoat.  Leaning back in the easy chair, she stared blankly at the TV.  “My mother always said we were wrong for each other.”
 
   “Yeah, because I’m not purebred like some people,” Honoria shot back.  “Or rich, at the very least.”
 
   It wasn’t her fault she was a fairy mutt.
 
   Shaking her head, Shelagh muttered, “Shoulda taken Mum’s advice.”  
 
   Picking up the jug from her TV tray, she poured milk over her big bowl of store brand Fruity-Oh’s.  When she dug in with a soup spoon, the sound of her teeth smacking made Honoria shudder.  Shelagh’s noisy eating habits made her nauseous.  
 
   Clearing junk mail out of the way, Honoria fell onto the ratty old couch.  She tried to sit on her anger, but that only inflated it.  “Do you have to chew so loudly?   You sound like a troll.”
 
   Shelagh shrugged.  “You don’t like it?  Leave the room.”
 
   “It’s a bachelor apartment!  Where do you want me to go, the crapper?”
 
   Instead of offering one of her trademark snarky responses, Shelagh grabbed the remote and turned the volume way up.  A loud Australian on TV interrupted their passive aggression to ask, “Are you strapped for cash?  Do you need money now?”
 
   “Great Mother of Seelie!”  Honoria nearly jumped out of her skin.  Grabbing the remote from Shelagh’s hand, she cried, “Would you turn this thing down?” 
 
   “Shut up for a second.  I want to hear this.”
 
   “Gold has never been so valuable.  If you have used or unwanted gold, you can turn it into fast cash.  What would you rather have: ugly old jewellery that’s just collecting dust, or money for a vacation cruise?  A shopping spree?  A new car?”
 
   Honoria imitated his accent.  “Groceries?  Rent?  A new toothbrush?  The possibilities are endless!”
 
   “Shhh!” Shelagh hissed. 
 
   “Just go to our website or give us a call and we’ll send you a free postage-paid envelope.  Fill it with gold, return it to us, and within three business days you’ll receive a cheque in the mail.  It couldn’t be easier!  We guarantee the highest pay-out around, so call now.”
 
   “I think I will,” Shelagh said to the TV.  Tossing herself like a sack of garbage from her lounge chair, she scrambled for the phone.  
 
   As Shelagh dialled the toll-free number flashing across the screen, Honoria shook her head.  “I hope you realize you first need gold to put inside the envelope.  Unless you have a cache somewhere I don’t know about…”
 
   “Shut up for a sec.  It’s ringing.”
 
   “Or is that why our bed feels so lumpy?  You’ve got gold hidden under the mattress?”
 
   “Oh, hello.  I’d like to order one of those free postage-paid envelopes, please…”
 
   Sneaking to the bed, Honoria got down on her knees and heaved the mattress up a few inches.  Something shimmered in the darkness.  It couldn’t be!  Had her wife been hiding gold from her?  Where did it come from?  Was it some sort of dowry?  How come Shelagh hadn’t mentioned it?
 
   “…I just saw the commercial on TV.  Yup, with the Australian guy…”
 
    Reaching between the mattress and the box spring they’d found beside a dumpster, Honoria grasped the golden bar.  It felt thin and suspiciously light.  As she pulled it from the darkness, Shelagh’s face lit up.  
 
   “My chocolate bar!”  She snatched it from Honoria.  “I forgot about that.”  When the voice on the line squawked in confusion, she said, “What?  No, sorry, my wife just found my candy stash.  Anyway, you can send the package to Honoria Goodfolk.  The address is…”  
 
   The voice interrupted again.  The volume on the phone was so loud Honoria could make out every word from across the room.  
 
   “Honoria Goodfolk.  Yeah, it’s a real name.” 
 
   “It’s not your name,” Honoria said under her breath.  If Shelagh planned on committing even minor crimes, why did she insist on setting Honoria up to take the fall?  Some marriage partner!  
 
   Popping two squares of chocolate in her mouth, Shelagh winked at Honoria and gave the customer service rep their address. “Thanks so much.”  Hanging up the phone, she shot Honoria a saccharine smile.  “Honey…”
 
   “No,” Honoria said to pre-empt whatever unlawful request she was about to make.  “I’ve gotten myself into enough trouble for you.  Do it yourself this time.”
 
   “You don’t even know what I’m going to ask.”
 
   “Yes I do.”  Honoria shook her finger like a turn-of-the-century schoolmistress.  “You put on those puppy dog eyes and spin me a tale about criminal behaviour solving all our money problems.  You know what would solve our money problems?  If you got a damn job!”
 
   Shelagh threw her head back.  “Oh, right, like this is all my fault.  Maybe if you could last more than a week at a job without getting fired…”
 
   “Hey, I told you I’m not good with people.  Those managers want you to be sickeningly perky all the time.  You should hear the way customers talk down to me!  I’m not going to put up with that shit.” 
 
   Tightening her housecoat around her waist, Shelagh took a deep breath.  The argument was not ingratiating Honoria to her idea.  “Well, my plan doesn’t involve interacting with people.  Exactly the opposite.”
 
   Honoria tried to ignore her.  She picked up a novel from the bedside table and flipped through it.  She couldn’t reject Shelagh’s idea without at least hearing it out, though, could she?  That didn’t show much respect.  
 
   Picking up the TV remote, Honoria hit the mute button.  “You get one pitch.  Make it good.”
 
   Her wife’s eyes lit up even brighter than when she’d caught sight of the missing chocolate.  “Okay here’s what I’m thinking: gold is at a record-setting price right now…”
 
   “Yeah, I heard the Australian too.”
 
   “So you fly out to Rosedale…”
 
   “No flying!” Honoria cried.  Shelagh should know better than to try that one.  Honoria had a hard and fast rule about flying in the city.
 
   “Fine.”  Shelagh took a quick breath, and the saccharine smile once again reared its syrupy head.  “You take the subway out to Rosedale, sneak into a few houses, get us some gold, and send it off in the convenient postage-paid envelope.”
 
   Honoria stared right through Shelagh’s pyjama-clad body to the muted talk show.  The caption at the bottom of the screen read Did I marry a molester?  She cringed.  Okay, so there were worse things in life than being married to a thieving fairy.  
 
   “You want me to steal for you,” she stated calmly.    
 
   “For us.” Shelagh turned off the set.  “The alternative is fairy gold.”
 
   Honoria couldn’t believe her ears.  She shook her head.  “You sure know how to get me riled up, woman.”   
 
   “I’m just saying…”
 
   “No.”  Honoria put her foot down.  Nobody back home believed she could survive in the city without using her gifts.  She had to prove them wrong.  They would starve before she’d resort to magic.    
 
   “What could be easier?” Shelagh asked, in a nursery maid’s sing-song.  “You go outside, fetch a clump of grass, say a few words and poof!  We have gold.”
 
   Honoria had said no, and she’d say it again.  “I’m not going to cheat.  You know I won’t so stop tempting me, okay?”  
 
   If only Shelagh would put her powers of seduction to work in the bedroom, maybe they wouldn’t argue so much.  Gone were the days of furtive glances and playful grabs, nails dragged across backs and fists pounding the wall while neighbours shouted, “Keep it down in there!”  
 
   Maybe they needed an actual bedroom before they could re-ignite their bedroom eyes.
 
   “You know exactly what’ll happen if we send fairy gold.  We cash our cheque and ten minutes later our gold turns back to grass cuttings.”
 
   “But it’ll all be mixed in with other people’s gold by then.  They won’t know it’s ours.”
 
   “No, Shelagh, no!  You can’t think that way.”  A shooting pain coursed through Honoria’s temple and she pressed her palm to the side of her head.  It hurt her physically when they quarrelled.  “You have to assume that whatever can go wrong will.  If we get caught cashing in fairy gold, what happens?  We get found out.  They track us down thinking we’re aliens or whatever.  We get forced into some military testing facility like Adrianna was.  I can’t let that happen to us, babe.”  
 
   With a deep sigh, she considered the big picture.  Rent was due in two weeks’ time.  Where the hell was it coming from, if not Shelagh’s little scheme?
 
   “What’s the worst case scenario if you’re caught breaking and entering?” Shelagh asked, though she must know the answer.  Jail time.  Second strike, so the sentence would be harsher than before, but at least she already knew how to play the game.  
 
   Crossing her arms, Honoria said, “I’m not doing this alone.” 
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “If I’m going on this little scavenger hunt through the mansions of Rosedale, you’re coming with me.”  She stood her ground despite her wife’s wide-eyed panic.  
 
   Shaking off her obvious distress, Shelagh picked up her cereal bowl and walked it to the kitchen.  “Oh, you don’t want me there.  You’re so skinny you’d fit through a window no problem.  I’d probably break the sill.”
 
   Honoria didn’t move a muscle, except to say, “You’re coming with me or this scheme ends here.” 
 
   Shelagh washed her bowl in the sink.  She never washed dishes.  After setting it in the dish rack, she seemed to realize her stall hadn’t worked, and she returned Honoria’s anticipatory stare with one of resignation.  “Fine.  I’ll do it.”
 
   “Don’t sound so excited,” Honoria said, rolling her eyes.  “It was your idea, remember.”
 
   * * * *
 
   “You are not wearing that, are you?” Shelagh asked after another night in the Bed of No Touching.  
 
   Glancing down at her red silk corset and knee-high oxblood boots, Honoria said, “What?  I always wear stuff like this.”
 
   Shelagh pulled a bag of clothes out from under the bed.  Plucking a predictable outfit of black track pants, T-shirt, and hoodie, she said, “You’ll attract attention.  Burglars wear black.”  And then, “Turn around so I can change, will you?”
 
   Honoria looked out the window because her own wife didn’t want to be seen naked.  “Why would you want to look like a burglar?”
 
   “It’s better than looking like a prostitute,” Shelagh said under her breath.  “Why are you wearing a garter belt over a miniskirt?” 
 
   Smiling at the sun in the sky, Honoria said, “It’s called fashion.”  At least Shelagh was looking at her for once.
 
   An unforeseen thrill ran up her spine in anticipation of misadventure.  It was damn hard surviving city life without breaking a few rules.  To keep food on the table, she was either going to break The Man’s laws, or stop following her own decree.  The social mores claimed it was wrong to take a set of cufflinks from a fat cat’s giant house.  She didn’t mind rebelling against rules like that.  He wouldn’t even know they were gone, and she and Shelagh could eat for a week.  Stealing from the rich seemed the proper thing to do, when she thought about it like that.  It restored urban balance.
 
   “You can turn around now,” Shelagh said as an unseen courier slipped a package through their mail slot.  She rushed to pick it up and burst out with laughter.  “Holy Ferrishyn!  Come look at this.”  She held up the envelope for Honoria to see.  It was addressed to Gonorrhea Goodfolk.  “No wonder the woman on the phone thought I was using a fake name.”
 
   It was a pretty funny mistake.  Honoria couldn’t deny that.  “Ha ha.  Maybe I’ll get a legal name change.  How would you like being married to a woman named Gonorrhea?”
 
   “Are you kidding?  That’s what I’m calling you from now on.”  When Shelagh had grabbed her purse and their canvas loot bag, she gave Honoria’s ass a good slap.  “Come on, Gonorrhea.  Let’s commit some B&E.”   
 
   Honoria straightened up.  A slap on the ass?  Wow.  It’d been so long since Shelagh’s hands had come anywhere near her lower body.  
 
   As they walked to the subway, she daydreamed of their bygone days of sexual adventure.  What had happened to them?  They’d been such a fun couple in the beginning.
 
   “Don’t you wish we had wings like the pretty little fae in all the paintings?” Shelagh mused.
 
   Honoria’s veins tingled with the fear of being overheard. She looked in every direction, but nobody was within earshot.  “No, I don’t wish we had wings.  We’d have to figure out a way to keep them covered without crushing them.  It’s easier the old way.  Just a wish and a whim and whoop!  We’re in the air.”
 
   “I guess.”  Shelagh traced her fingers across Honoria’s back.  “But I think you’d look great with a nice set of butterfly wings.  Black and white would suit you.”
 
   At a loss, Honoria replied, “Thanks.”  
 
   Shelagh must have something up her sleeve.  Although, as their subway tokens plinked in the turnstiles, she recalled their years of more intense criminal activity.  Her then-girlfriend had always been turned on by danger.
 
   When the train stopped at Rosedale station, they darted through the chiming doors.  
 
   “Do you know where you’re going?” Shelagh asked as Honoria led the way.
 
   “To the ravine.”  They trudged along the wet sidewalk.  “A lot of the mansions back onto it, so we climb up the hill, scout some locations and get in through the backyard.  There’s less chance of being spotted than if we approach from the street.”
 
   Shelagh clapped her hands as they cut into the brambled woods.  “Perfect!”
 
   Neither mentioned the spring buds on the trees or the crocuses surging through the soil. Honoria avoided nature as much as possible.  Too much a reminder of home.  
 
   Despite an innate aversion to iron, she actually liked this city of steel.  She liked its sleek hardness and its strength.  Whenever she saw a crane lifting a big girder up to the top of a new skyscraper, she felt a surge of force.  If she didn’t know better, she’d think it was iron coursing through her anaemic veins.  Humans building towers—it was the ultimate act of conquering Nature.  She’d seen what travesties Nature committed.  That bitch deserved to be reined in.
 
   They held on to trees and each other as they climbed through dry leaves and new growth.  When they reached the top of the hill, Honoria stamped her toe into muddy soil.  “Damn it!”
 
   “What?  Are there people around?”  Shelagh looked through the modest wire fence into a big backyard.
 
   Rolling her eyes, Honoria said, “There’s still snow on the ground.  All these trees must block the sunlight.  Damn!”
 
   “Oh, I get it.  If we walk across the backyard, we leave footprints.”
 
   “Exactly.”  
 
   Honoria waited for it.  She knew what was coming.
 
   Shelagh said, “We could fly.”
 
   Fly…
 
   Despite Honoria’s opposition to using her magical abilities, her heart raced at the prospect of breaking into someone’s house.  Plus, it’d been ages since she’d seen Shelagh so excited.  Honoria’s exhilaration boiled over.  Who knows?  Theft might be good for their marriage.  
 
   Grabbing Shelagh’s hand, Honoria whispered, “Ban-righinn, leig sinne dèan iteag.”
 
   “Leig sinne dèan iteag,” Shelagh repeated as the wind picked up behind them.
 
   The more the wind blew, the lighter Honoria felt. As her feet lifted off the forest floor, she held tighter to Shelagh’s hand.  True, Shelagh had put on a few pounds, but that shouldn’t prevent any fairy from becoming airborne.  
 
   “Seelie, help us out here,” Honoria whispered as she rose in the air.  Her elbow felt like it might dislocate if she didn’t let go of Shelagh’s hand.  “Honey, say the words again.”
 
   “Leig sinne dèan iteag,” Shelagh repeated once more.  
 
   This time they worked like a charm.  The pressure on Honoria’s arm eased as her wife joined her in the air.  
 
   “Where to?” Shelagh asked.  “Which window?” 
 
   Honoria had forgotten how marvellous it felt to hover off the ground, hand in hand with the one she loved.  Giving Shelagh’s hand a squeeze, she nodded to a second-floor window. “That one there.”
 
   Carried on the wind, they looked inside at what must be the master bedroom.  The bed itself was huge, and quaintly draped with a white Provençal quilt.  Four oak posts scraped the ceiling.  In the sunlit space, bits of jewellery gleamed on the honey-coloured dressing table.  Score!  The chest of drawers against the far wall complemented the wood on the floor, which gleamed except where it was covered by a simple area rug.  
 
   “Wow,” Shelagh whispered.  “Our whole apartment could fit in this one room.  Do you think anybody’s home?”
 
   Honoria shook her head.  “The people who own these houses work all the time, and with a room this tidy there’s no way they have kids.  The worst we might encounter is a cleaning lady, but if we do I’ll handle it.  Let’s see about getting this window open.”
 
   Opening a window from outside was no easy task and she wasn’t about to use any more magic, but this wasn’t Honoria’s first break-and-enter.  She pried it open before somersaulting inside.  Grabbing her wife by the forearms, she gave a good tug.  As Shelagh glided through the window, they both tumbled across the floor.  Honoria’s back met the side of the bed. Shelagh’s front collided with hers.  With Shelagh on top of her, giggling and out of breath, Honoria looked into her wife’s cheerful face.  She wanted nothing more than to kiss her, but instead scolded, “Shh!  Be quiet for a minute.”
 
   Her heart pounded against her ribcage as they listened to the silent house.  Not so much as a creak.  
 
   “Nobody’s home,” Shelagh whispered.  
 
   It had been so long since their bodies had pressed together like this.  Honoria could hardly suppress the need to giggle as well.  All she could do was hope Shelagh wouldn’t move, hope she’d stay right where she was until Honoria could lean forward to press a kiss to her lips.
 
   Without shifting, Shelagh ran thick fingers through her hair.  Honoria remembered a joke she’d heard, and stifled a laugh.  In a whisper, she said, “Shelagh, what do you call a lesbian with pudgy fingers?”
 
   Leaning in close, Shelagh asked, “What?” 
 
   “Well-hung.”  
 
   Honoria tried not to chuckle, but she couldn’t stop herself.  Shelagh’s warm, breathy laughter heated her neck.  It wasn’t often they laughed together.  It felt so wonderful that Honoria sent her arms around her wife’s waist.  With a growl rising in her throat, she took a big chance and squeezed Shelagh’s curvy bum.
 
   Their hearts pounded together.
 
   “It turns you on, doesn’t it?” Honoria asked.  “The possibility of getting caught…”
 
   “It’s not just that…” Shelagh’s hair normally looked mousy, but it took on a whole new shimmer as it fell from her hoodie.  “It’s everything—being somewhere we shouldn’t be to take what’s not ours.  I love it when you steal things, because you do it for me.  You do it so we can have a better life together.”
 
   “Yes,” Honoria said, cupping Shelagh’s cherubic cheeks.  “I want to take care of you, baby.”  She kissed her full lips.  They tasted like cherry lip gloss.  “I want to give you everything.  I’ve been a rotten provider up until now.”
 
   “Shh.”  Shelagh soothed her worries, patting her head.  
 
   As Honoria looked into her wife’s fairy eyes surrounded by those gorgeous dew-drop lashes, her pelvis fluttered.  “God, woman, you are gorgeous!”
 
   “You’re the gorgeous one,” Shelagh giggled.
 
   Their hands wandered the terrain of each other’s clothed bodies until the clothing became too distracting.  Shelagh grasped Honoria’s red corset.  In one swift motion, she pulled the fabric down with such force Honoria’s tits burst out the top.  
 
   Honoria gasped as the cool air of the bedroom plumped her nipples into tight little buds.  
 
   “Shhh!” Shelagh teased.
 
   With a silly smirk, Honoria spread her legs as far as her tight skirt would allow. “So sorry.”
 
   Shelagh pressed her lips to Honoria’s ear and whispered, “Ban-righinn, leig sinne dean iteag.”  
 
   Lost in each other’s arms, they floated off the floor and glided onto the bed, leaving Shelagh dominantly between Honoria’s open thighs.
 
   A keen grin bled across Shelagh’s lips as she crawled down Honoria’s body, watching her breasts rise and fall.  Nothing could scare Shelagh off now.  Grabbing a breast in each hand, she lunged at Honoria’s chest to suck her perked nipples.  Shelagh seemed to hear nothing but the call of her own desire.  
 
   The sensation of a soft tongue on her cold tits sent butterflies straight down to Honoria’s pussy.  She’d nearly forgotten how marvellous it felt when her girl devoured her like this.  She squirmed under the assault of Shelagh’s warm mouth, pulling her tight skirt up above her hips.  
 
   “Somebody’s getting antsy,” Shelagh whispered. 
 
   Honoria pulled Shelagh’s pretty face up to meet her mouth with a kiss.  “Oh, babe, it’s been so long.  I’ve missed you like you wouldn’t believe.”
 
   “Oh, I believe it!”  Shelagh slipped off the bed and pressed a deliberate palm against Honoria’s waiting mound.
 
   Honoria’s mouth swung wide open, but no sound came out.  The feeling was so intense her body was lost for words.  She simply gaped at the hand rubbing over her black lycra panties.  She propped herself up on her elbows to watch while Shelagh’s palm drew circles around the wet silhouette of her lips.  Short fingernails with chipped blue polish dug into her mound. Oh, the delicious pleasure! The delicious pain!
 
   “I love what you do to me.”  Her words emerged like hiccupped clouds of worship as her body went quickly into spasm.  
 
   Shelagh’s hoodie shrouded her smile as she took one of the clasps on Honoria’s “fashionable” garter belt between her fingers.  Her stockings stayed up on their own.  The belt was just for show.  
 
   “I know what you like,” Shelagh said.  She raised the clasps to Honoria’s nipples and clamped them on.  When those little pincers closed on her tits, she had to stifle a shriek.  The pain felt wonderful.  “I pay attention to the signs your body gives me.”
 
   She dug her fingers into the pristine bedding and ran her feet up the side of the bed.  “Hey, hey,” Shelagh scolded.  “Stop that!  Your boots are all muddy.  You’re making a devil of a mess on this quilt.”
 
   “I’ll clean it later,” Honoria assured her.  She didn’t want the pleasure to end for the sake of the bed linens.  “My grandmother was a Brownie.  Chores are in my blood.”
 
   “Funny,” Shelagh said in a whisper. “Then why’s the apartment always such a mess?”
 
   “Shut up and eat me!”
 
   Bending down, Shelagh unlaced one boot and the next, and then slipped them off, letting them fall heavily to the floor.  
 
   “You know what Brownies are like,” Honoria went on.  “We only tidy other people’s houses, not our own.”
 
   With an endearing roll of the eyes, Shelagh lifted Honoria’s right foot to her mouth.  Through ripped thigh-high fishnets, she kissed the heel full on, followed by the arch, and then the pad.  When their gazes connected, the look of desire in Shelagh’s eyes nearly brought on a spontaneous orgasm.  Honoria’s insides rattled in anticipation of the wet moment when her wife would take a toe inside her mouth and suck it.
 
   Whoever said anticipation was better than the real thing obviously never had her toes sucked by a fairy.  
 
   The moment Honoria’s big toe entered Shelagh’s warm, wet mouth, every muscle in her went into spasm.  As her curvy wife sucked, she couldn’t stop herself from twisting and writhing on the bed.  
 
   Through torn stockings, Shelagh ran her tongue along the base of Honoria’s toes.  Every time she took those toes in her satin mouth, Honoria bounced on the bed like her ass had a mind of its own.  She couldn’t keep still.  
 
   “Mmmm!”  Honoria pressed her lips together, but she couldn’t keep quiet.  “Oh Shelagh!  Baby!  Honey!  Sweety!  Oh yeah!”
 
   “Shhh-shut up!”  Grabbing a pillow, Shelagh tossed it at Honoria’s head.  “If you have to scream, scream into this.”
 
   When Shelagh wrapped her mouth around the toes of Honoria’s left foot, her body swelled and heaved.  Reams of pleasure shot up from her toes and spread through her body.  The magnificent sensation of a tongue worshipping her feet warmed her pelvis.  Her pussy swirled and clenched.  
 
   Honoria came in an instant, shrieking praises into a clean white pillowcase.  Before a minute was up, she couldn’t take any more.  It was too good.  
 
   Pushing the pillow from her face, Honoria whispered, “Shelagh, honey, babe, you have to stop.  I’m dying.”
 
   With a smile on her face, Shelagh dropped Honoria’s foot.  Her heel smacked the side of the bed, but she was too blissed out to feel any pain.  “Come on, you.”  Shelagh tiptoed to the dressing table.  “We need to get thieving.  Or did you just come along for the sex?”
 
   If Honoria could have come up with a snappy response, she certainly would have, but her brain was fried.  She unclamped her tender nipples and watched their compressed shape return to normal.  Setting the pillow under her head, she said, “I can’t move.”
 
   “A likely story,” Shelagh teased. Turning her full attention to the project, she dug through a shiny black jewellery box.  “I think the key is to take crappy old gold.  That way they won’t notice it’s gone.  If we take the quality stuff, they’ll know right away they’ve been burgled.  Better to go middle-of-the-road at best.”
 
   Honoria nodded against the pillow.  “Yeah, that sounds good.”  Her eyes barely had the power to focus as Shelagh picked out broken chains, a bracelet, a brooch, some old rings.  Everything went directly into her loot bag.
 
   “I think that’ll do.  We don’t want to take too much from one house.”
 
   As she watched her wife steal from the rich, Honoria’s heart thudded.  She understood the turn-on Shelagh mentioned earlier.  
 
   Though her body and mind were exhausted, her pussy was empty.  Rolling onto her front, she shifted her panties down her thighs.  Leaving her heavy head on the pillow, she got on her knees with her butt in the air.  
 
   Shelagh laughed when she caught sight.  “What’s this all about?”
 
   “Please?”  She felt like a child begging for candy.  “You know I love it when you fuck me with your fingers.”
 
   Closing in on her, Shelagh placed the bag of gold on the floor.  She ran both hands over Honoria’s cheeks.  “You’ve got a pretty little ass, you know.  I’d feel like a supermodel if my butt was half as tight as yours.”  
 
   She gave it a slap and Honoria’s pussy clenched with jealousy.
 
   Honoria couldn’t let herself feel good without offering some consolation.  “We’re different people with different bodies.  You shouldn’t compare yourself to me.”
 
   “I know, I know,” Shelagh said, like she’d heard it all before.  “Your mother is a sylph, my mother is a selkie.  It’s all in the genes.”
 
   Honoria might have offered some comforting follow-up if Shelagh hadn’t blown her mind just then.  Pressing a thumb inside her wet slit, Shelagh ran it up to her asshole.  Honoria turned to the pillow and released a deep moan.  The moaning only continued as Shelagh slid a finger into her pussy.  A thumb poked its sneaky way inside her ass.  Honoria’s tits swung low, grazing the quilt.  Everything evoked such a visceral response she felt halfway possessed.  Hugging the pillow, she thrust back as Shelagh plunged a second finger in her slit.  
 
   Holding her ass steady, Shelagh slid her plump fingers into her pussy and brought them back out.  With Honoria purring into the pillow, Shelagh gave her clit a mini massage.  Honoria kicked at the bed with stocking feet until those reliable fingers returned to her wet slit.  
 
   Turning her head to the side, she whispered, “Fuck me.  Do it so hard I still feel it three days from now.”  
 
   Honoria glanced back to catch sight of the huge smile growing across Shelagh’s face.  
 
   Shelagh wasted no time in obeying Honoria’s plea.  The moment those words fluttered from her lips, her wife’s fingers dove inside.  Two, and then one more to make three.  They felt huge inside her cunt.  Honoria rocked her hips uncontrollably as Shelagh pounded her.  The motion was so rough and wild she felt gritty. The more she threw herself at Shelagh’s fingers, the faster they flew in and out. The thumb in her ass soothed the insanity of the thrusting.  When Shelagh pressed the pad of her other thumb against her throbbing clit, Honoria had to bury her head in the pillow to scream.  She seized up so forcefully her wife’s fingers were almost trapped inside her cunt.
 
   When Honoria collapsed face-down on the bed, out of breath and barely conscious, Shelagh crawled across her back.  They lay there, cuddled together like two lazy housecats.  Neither moved except to breathe.  
 
   “We’re stupid to stick around like this,” Honoria finally managed to say.  “In a stranger’s bed after breaking into their house and stealing their gold?”
 
   “I know.  I know and I just don’t care.”  Shelagh kissed Honoria’s cheek and, under that relaxed weight, Honoria felt perfectly at home.
 
   “So when do I get to mess with your bits?” she mumbled against the pillow.  
 
   Shelagh released a breathy chuckle.  “In the next house we break into.”
 
   An exhausted smile grew across Honoria’s lips as she thought of all the houses in the city just waiting to be stolen from, and all the beds in the city just waiting to feel them fuck.  If they kept up a steady pace and didn’t get caught, it wouldn’t be long before they’d be eating pomegranates and living in an apartment with more than one room.  
 
   Honoria sighed at the comfort of protecting and being protected.  And wasn’t that a fairy’s true purpose—to protect others?  Even if they had to cause a little mischief along the way…?
 
   They were both near snoring when a car pulled into the drive.  
 
   “Grab the gold!” Honoria hissed, pulling her corset and panties up and her mini skirt down.
 
   “Get your boots on!” Shelagh said a little louder.  “And put that pillow back.  And clean the dirt from this quilt.”
 
   Shelagh opened the window.  Honoria tried unsuccessfully to shake off her daze.  Sex really took it out of her and she realized she’d lost the charm to fly.  
 
   A key sounded in the lock.  
 
   Her blood ran cold.  
 
   She turned to Shelagh.  “Will you carry me?”
 
   “Oh, get on my back, will you?” Shelagh growled as she climbed aboard. “Ban-righinn, leig sinne dèan iteag.”
 
   Oh, that’s right…
 
   Shelagh took off into the thick ravine.  “We should get on the subway soon,” she warned, setting Honoria down on a fallen tree.  
 
   When Shelagh sat beside her, she set her head on her wife’s comfy thigh.  
 
   “I like being married to you,” Honoria said, still lost in relaxation land.  
 
   Petting her hair, Shelagh laughed. “Right back at ya, Gonhorrea.” 
 
   Honoria’s eyelids wouldn’t stay open.  She struggled to stay alert, but she was fighting a losing battle.  When she let them fall closed, all the world seemed beautiful.  In combination with scent of laundry detergent on Shelagh’s track pants, the ravine’s woody fragrance reminded her of home.  
 
   Hugging her wife’s curvy middle, Honoria said, “I love you, you thieving fairy.”  
 
   Soft with bliss, Honoria realized her wife was her home.  City street or woodland stream, as long as they were together, home could never be a terrible place.  
 
   As she drifted into sleep, Shelagh whispered, “Ban-righinn, leig sinne dèan iteag.”  They rose into the darkening sky to glide on the wind toward their sanctuary.  
 
    
 
   The End
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   Giselle Renarde
 
   Canada just got hotter!
 
    
 
   Want to stay up to date? Sign up for Giselle’s newsletter: http://eepurl.com/R4b11
 
   

If you enjoyed Thieving Fairies, you might also enjoy:
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   A Little Burlesque
 
   By Giselle Renarde
 
   Published by eXcessica
 
    
 
   Madame Mireille's ocean-side parlour, Les Trois Dames Jouissantes, is one of the last houses holding to the tenets of classic burlesque. They specialize in raunchy comedy sketches, undulating fan dances, chorus lines and, of course, the striptease. In post-war Maritimes, Madame’s burlesque house enjoys notoriety thanks to an all-female cast combining the smart with the sensual.
 
    
 
   It was this reputation that attracted the troupe's two newest members. Ginger the saucy redhead has been around the block a few times. She might come on strong, but she’s a master of the comedy striptease. Orchid is young, new to the stage, and embodies all that is innocent--or so she'd have you believe!
 
    
 
   Secrets abound behind the scenes, and it’ll take more than slippery fingers to bring them to the surface.
 
    
 
    
 
   Read an Excerpt from A Little Burlesque:
 
    
 
   Holding hands, the girls rushed away from the commune as fast as their legs would carry them. When they reached a clearing, they rolled together in the high grasses, laughing and kissing as though nothing could ever harm them.
 
    
 
   Though they’d been raised in different countries, at different communes, their respective elders had taught them humility and devotion first and foremost. Before Gretchen, Leili had never looked at anybody and seen a body. Something inside of Leili shifted when she gazed into Gretchen’s glowing golden face, cheeks rosy red, lips a pinkish hue. A spark ignited within her core, and it grew into something physical, a gaping hunger, an aching, wanting thing.
 
    
 
   There was a monster inside of her, she was sure, and she let it take control. She unbuttoned Gretchen’s farm dress while the object of her unending lust gazed up into the evening sky, an orange haze brushed purple.
 
    
 
   Under her dress, Gretchen wore the same white cotton shift all the other girls wore, but on her it seemed wildly fetching. Leili grasped the top and pulled it down, exposing the girl’s breasts to the cooling air of the night soon to come.
 
    
 
   Leili had seen breasts before, but the sight had never made her feel quite so giddy and gleeful. A thick pulse throbbed between her legs every time Gretchen breathed in and those firm young breasts rose like pale mountains. Their peaks glowed pink against the setting sun, and when they drew into buds Leili could no longer resist their insistent call. She leaned down to Gretchen’s chest and took one nipple in her mouth like a suckling babe.
 
    
 
   Gretchen cooed, an impatient dove tearing off Leili’s headscarf to run those wonderful fingers through her golden hair. Leili sucked harder, pressing her whole mouth against the fullness of Gretchen’s breast, shaking her head until her hair fell forward to graze and bounce against Gretchen’s bare flesh.
 
    
 
   “The taste of your skin,” Leili whispered. “Oh, I can hardly describe its sweetness.”
 
    
 
   Pressing Gretchen’s breasts together, she licked the cleave, moving back and forth between two nipples puckered like pebbles.
 
    
 
   “Love,” Gretchen gasped, pushing her breasts against Leili’s mouth, insisting. “My love, you mustn’t ever speak of this. You mustn’t tell anyone.”
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